

the Hi ft cry of King Lear. 

For following her affaires, put in his legs. 

Come my Lord, away. Exit, 

gioftA am forry for thee fricnd,tis the Dukes pleafure, 
Whofedifpofition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rubd nor ftopt.lle intreate for thee. 

ICent.Vczy you do not fir, I haue watchtand trapaild hard. 
Some time 1 fhall fleepe out, the reft lie whittle, 

A good mans fortune may grow out at hceles, 

Giue you good morrow. 

Gloji.l he Duke’s too blame in this, twill be ill tooke. 

Exit, 

ATe#t.Good King, that mutt approuc the common faw. 

Thou out of heauens benediiftion comeft 
To the warmc Sunne. 

Approach thou beacon to this vnder-globe. 

That by thy comfortable beames I may 
Perufe this letter, nothing almoft fees my wracke 
But mifery,I know tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath moft fortunately bene informed 
Of my obfeured courfe.and fhall finde time 
From this enormious ft3tc,feekingtogiue 
LofTes their remedies.all weary and ouer-vvatchc. 

Take vantage heauy eies not to behold 
This fhamefull lodging; Fortune goodnight, 

Smile, once more turne thy whcclc. He Jltepet . 

Enter Edgar, 

Edgar ,Iheare my felfe proclaim’d. 

And by the happy hollow of a T ree, 

Efcaptthehunt,no Port is free .no place 
That guard, and moft vnufall vigiknee 
Doft not attend my taking while 1 may fcape, 

I will preferue my lelfe, and am bethought 
To take the bafeft and moftpooreft fhape. 

That euer penury in contempt of man. 

Brought ncere to beaft ; my face ilc grime with filth, 

Blanket my loines,elfe all my haire with knots, 

And 
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And with prefented nakednes out-face 
The winde.and persecution of the sk ie. 

The Country giucs me proofe and profidenc 
Of £w&«beggers, who with roring voices, 

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare Armes, 

Pins wooden prickes.nailes, fprigs of tofemary. 

And with this horrible obieft from low feruice, 

poorcpelting villages, (heep-coates,and milles, . 

Sometime with lunaticke ban$,fometime with praicrs 
Enforce their charity,poore Turly god, poore Tom, 

That’s foratthing yet t Sdgar I nothing am. Exit. 

1 

Enter King, and a Knight. 

Lear.Tis ftrange that they fhotild fo depart from hence, 

And not fend backc my meCTengcr. 

Knight. As I learn’djthe night before there was 
No purpofe of his remoue. 

Kent. Haile to thee noble Matter. 

Awr.How.mak’ft thou this fhame thy paftime ? 

' Fw/*.Ha,ha,looke, he weares crewell garters, 

Horfes are tide by the heeles,dogs and beares 
By chcnecke.munkies bv the loines.and men 
By the legs, when a man’s ouer-lufty at legs, 

hen he weares wooden neather-ftockes. 

Lear. What’s he, that hath fo much thy place miftooke to fet 
thee here ? 

Kent. It is both he and fhe,your fonne and daughter. 
Liw.No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No I fay, 

Kent. I fay yea, 

Le^r.No, no, they would not. 

Kent.Ycs they haue. . 

Lear. By Inptter I fweare no, they durft not do it. 

They would not,could not do it,tis worfc then murder. 

To do vpon refpedf fuch violent out-rage, 

Refoluc me with ail modeft hafte,which way 

g Thou 





